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our Legation at Brussels, and has written to me to pro-
cure one. Now I do not know who the charge is, but one
of my daughters affirms that you have lately been sent
there from the Hague. I have defended you from this
accusation in vain, resolutely maintaining that you would
not go from the pure Doric of Amsterdam to the patois
of Brabant, but I am obliged to yield. At all events you
are somewhere in that quarter of the world, and may give
Mrs. Palmer a letter to the Brussels charge, if you are
not the man. I can only say that she and her daughter are
acquaintances of ours that we made in Europe, and have
continued at home, and that you ought to be thankful for
an opportunity to know them.

I see your old friend Theo. Sedgwick is dead, but
young Theodore promises to fill his place worthily.
Bradish, you probably are aware, is married, and every-
body says is more in love than boys are apt to be at six-
teen. I am told he kept his eyes riveted on his young wife
during the time consumed in reading the Governor's mes-
sage, and that must have been something like a week.
Stevenson, who is a little spiteful at any one who gets
married, circulates these stories.

Well, can the Hollanders really speak Dutch*? Poor
Coster (whilom of The Statesman) used to affirm that
there was no French at Paris, as he could neither under-
stand nor be understood. I wish devoutly I could spend
an hour or two in some of the galleries that are within
your reach, and look once more at the noble churches and
quaint old houses of Antwerp. Can you fancy that the
people who built the old church at the junction of State
and Market Streets, actually reared the towers of Mech-
lin, Antwerp, and the Hotel de Ville of Brussels?

I   have   just  been   revolutionizing   Christ   Church,